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"From us," replied the lips, "proceed those blisses         5
Which lovers reap by kind words and sweet kisses/*
Then wept the eyes, and from their springs did pour
Of liquid oriental pearl a shower;
Whereat the lips, mov'd with delight and pleasure,
Through a sweet smile unlocked their pearly treasure   to
And bade Love judge, whether did add more grace,
Weeping or smiling pearls, to Celia's face.

A DIVINE MISTRESS

IN Nature's pieces still I see

Some error that might mended be;

Something my wish could still remove,

Alter or add; but my fair love

Was fram'd by hands far more divine,                       5

For she hath every beauteous line:

Yet I had been far happier,

Had Nature, that made me, made her.

Then likeness might (that love creates)

Have made her love what now she hates;                 10

Yet, I confess, I cannot spare

From her just shape the smallest hair;

Nor need I beg from all the store

Of heaven for her one beauty more.

She hath too much divinity for me:                        15

You gods, teach her some more humanity.

SONG

A BEAUTIFUL  MISTRESS

IF, when the sun at noon displays

His brighter rays,
Thou but appear,
He then, all pale with shame and fear,

Quencheth his light,               5

Hides Hs dark brow, flies from thy sight,

And grows more dim,
Compar'd to thee, than stars to him.
If thou but show thy face again,
When darkness doth at midnight reign,               to